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In The Beginning... 


Author's Notes: 
hiya guys~ 


So, | am REALLY on a roll (if you couldn't tell) and | wanted to do something different, something that has not 
been attempted (to my knowledge) on this site. This is a Victorian-esque story that features the entire band, 
past and present in some way. | picked the lovely imyourrocketqueen as my co-writer, because her romantic, 


fluid prose was simply perfect for this! Thanks be to her! 


You may ask "Why so many collab stories, Rose? My answer: there are so many talented writers on here and 


dammit, | want to work with them." :-) 


Special thanks also to sgSixx for convincing me that this wasn't necessarily a terrible idea (JK sqSixxll!), and 
slashsgirl and lali for making me laugh! Thanks to you all as well for reading and giving this story a go! 


Bored, Axl was bored. 


He sat on his boring chair at the boring table, picked at his boring meal with his boring fork and listened to his 
boring father drone on and on about boring things and he was bored. Bored. His life was nothing but a drag. All 
IB years of it. What a crying shame. 


He absently traced the downward trail a droplet of water made down the side of his tall glass as his father 
kept going on in that low drone of his that never failed to make him sleepy. It seemed his father was no longer 
happy with giving sermons at the church, since he found himself compelled to give them at home too, and to a 
less than willing audience. He was a man of God, after all, and what did a man of God do but spread the Good 


Word, even forcing it down his children's throats? Ah, what else was new? 
"--completely out of place. Son, | have to tell you: you have greatly disappointed--" 


Axl smothered a sigh into his palm and shared a look with his younger sister, who was sitting across from him 
on the table, visibly trying to discover the age old secret to sleeping with her eyes open. Axl had been trying 
to find that longer than she'd been alive, but he held out hope for her yet. They were people of faith in this 
house, after all, as their father liked to remind them often enough. Too often, if the truth be told.. 


"--of such inappropriate behavior for a young man of your age--" 


Oh, whatever. Would he ever stop talking? It was like it didn't matter to him that no one was listening, so long 
as he got to vent his scandalized disappointment. None of the other clergymen at the church would hear it 
anymore. They preferred to blush and turn their heads, mumbling about missed appointments and forgotten 


errands. They didn't like to talk about the lord's family, especially about his scandalous, ill-behaved eldest son- 


How scandalous indeed Axl stopped himself from rolling his eyes. So he'd seduced a servant girl and had been 
seen with her in public. So what? If this Erin girl they were trying to saddle him with was going to be his wife 
then she had better start getting used to the idea of sharing her servants with him. Commitment was not one 
of his strengths by any means. And it certainly wasn't something he intended to work on. 


God, he was going to get married. He was going to be someone's husband. That sounded so boring. Ugh. 
Watching paint dry sounded far more entertaining than being married. 


Their arranged marriage had been decided since their infancy, but ever since the Big Date was set it loomed in 
the close distance like some death sentence. He didn't want to be married. Especially not to some woman he 
didn't even know, and had only seen maybe a handful of times. She was pretty enough, beautiful even, but even 
the sound of her voice was grating to his ears, mainly because he knew it was the sound that he would hear 


the most every day, until the end of his days. Just the mere thought of it was enough to make him gag. 
"--and as your father, it is my duty to correct your behavior and make sure you shall be a man of-- 


He would gladly trade his father's annoying voice for Erin's, though. At least she was pretty to look at. 


Axl allowed his eyes to wander, to trace the high arching columns up to the ceiling, imagining he could see his 


father's voice bounce against the white walls for eternity, undisturbed. Wasn't that a terrifying thought? 


This was his house, the house he grew up in and his father grew up in. Its his family's house, standing like a 
giant at the top of a hill, gloomy, grey and forbidding like the edge of an oncoming storm, like the men that 
inhabited it were supposed to be. It felt like a prison sometimes.. 


Sighing, Axl dropped his eyes from the ceiling and let them fall on his sister across from him, who was 
regarding him with a curious look underneath the boredom that permeated her like water. It felt like yesterday 
their mother had been alive and their brother had been here and they had been children, able to escape the 


dullness of the dining table with a grin and a giggle, scurrying outside to the yard to play hide and seek. 


But those days were gone. Childhood was gone. Their mother was dead, and their brother was at boarding 
school somewhere far away, and here they were, sitting at the table and listening to their father drone on and 


on, and he was going to get married.. 
"--| have decided you will have a chaperone." 


For a moment, the words just hung in the long awaited silence. Axl smothered a sigh of relief, but then the 
words sunk in. His eyes widened and he turned his head to look at his father so fast his hair lashed at his face 


like a horse whip. 


For a second, the only sound to be heard was the one made by his sister's fork hitting her plate as her hands 


flew to her mouth. 
"W--" Axl spluttered, then cleared his throat and worked his jaw a little before trying again. "What?" 


"A chaperone." his father repeated pleasantly, taking a sip of his brandy, like he had just suggested a 
completely sensible thing. Axl stared at him, jaw agape. 


Across from him on the table, his sister lost a gory internal war with herself and burst out laughing. 


There are times, Jeffrey reflected as he watched a mouse scurry behind a stack of books, presumably on it's 
way to it's shoe-turned-burrow, that he wished he could live inside a shoe. Times like these, when it's pouring 
outside the library and they're about to close, which meant he'd have to leave in a few minutes and walk home 


and get soaked. 


There's a reason why he decided to come here today, but he can't remember for the life of him why. Oh, yes 
it probably had something to do with having to correct his pupils’ essays, like the one he's been doodling on as 


he gazed out the window for the past five minutes instead of checking it for spelling mistakes. 

Dropping his pen on the table, he sighed raggedly and glared at the leftover contents of his tea cup as he 
struggled with an extremely hard decision--whether to finish it right now and go tea-less for the remainder 
of the evening, or forget about it, let it go cold and complain about it later. Oh, yes. Life would be much easier 
if he lived inside a shoe. 

Not that the little hole in the wall he currently resided in doesn't particularly resemble a shoe--or a shoe- 
box, as it is--but there was something in the care-free life of mice that appeals to him. If he were a mouse, 
all he'd need from life would be trash to scavenge, and a shoe to live in That's it. Other than the occassional 


cat, there would be no worries. 


No rent, no need of money for food, no plans for college, no stupid, demeaning job teaching posh kids that 
wouldn't know good literature if it slapped them in the face..nothing. Just the shoe. Ah, to be a mouse.. 


"You're daydreaming again" the librarian commented, placing a stack of books on the shelf behind Jeffrey and 


leaning his elbows on them. 


"Yes" Jeffrey said, frowning at the essay he's holding in his hand. It's covered in lines and doodles,and barely 


recognizable. 
The librarian whistled. "That bad?" 


"Yes" Jeffrey said, scribbling a compliment on the prose at the end of the page before moving on to the next 
essay. The parents don't pay him to tell their children that they are morons after all. 


"Try to at least pretend your job doesn’t make you want to die" 

"No. That would somehow imply that | do this because | want to" he said, crossing out a whole paragraph. 
"Tell me. What do you know about Greyridge Abbey?" 

Jeffrey grimaced at the abomination he sees on the page "The clergyman's place? Not much. Why?" 


"The man is looking for a personal--hum--guardian for his son, the heir to the estate. At least, so | hear. 


News really does travel fast here." 


For a few silent moments, Jeffrey merely frowned as he tried to make out the words hidden in his pupil's 


scrawl. It was giving him a headache. The librarian continued to watch him. A ‘guardian’ huh? Interesting. 
"Well, that's.. not exactly up my alley," he remarked lightly, moving on. 


‘Oh, nonsense. The boy is--hum-- thirteen years old, | believe, and l'm given to understand he's quite 


charming." 
"| don't want to be a babysitter. | do that enough currently, or have you forgotten?" 


"And the money is rather excellent, just between you and me. | do think it would be a rice opportunity." The 
librarian said, ignoring him. "You'd have to live there, but it's not as if it's a bad place to live. Likely one of the 
best places, if you ask me. What's the harm?" 


Jeffrey stood up with a heavy and exhausted sigh. He couldn't look at any more parchment, his headache was 
intensifying. The rest would have to wait until the morning. He rubbed his eyes and pushed in his chair, 
gathering up his belongings. 


"| make do well enough as a teacher to spoiled-rotten rug-rats whose parents know enough to educate them 
themselves but choose to hand them off to some poor unfortunate soul like me. | would rather not cater to 
some lord's silver-spoon-fed brat, if you please. Good night, Michael. Try not to stay up too late, you'll catch a 
cold" Jeffrey said, waving a hand as he walked to the door. The blonde librarian smiled from behind a stack of 
books. 


"Goodnight, Jeffrey. Do try to stay dry and don't work too hard. Nothing is worth that" said Michael with a 


gentle, all-knowing smile. 


Jeffrey stepped inside his small, crack-riddled flat in the center of town. The rain pattered on the cold window 
panes. Scattered raindrops splattered onto the wooden, scuffed floor. Oh, yes, what he wouldn't give to bea 
mouse. He shrugged off his waterlogged clothing, dried his hair with a dirty Towel, and crawled into his musty, 
soggy bedcovers. He stared into the dark, trying to dodge stray raindrops dripping through the cracks in the 
ceiling. Perhaps he could use a better job..0h, who was he kidding, his current one would do well enough. He 
ought not to be ungrateful, after all. Some poor sobs didn't even have homes; curled up under staircases, 
waiting for their lives to begin, dreaming of death to end their miserable existences. But sleeping in a dry bed 


for once did sound nice.. 


Jeffrey sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose and deciding he was too riled up to go to sleep any time soon, 


and so he might as well try to remedy this whole mess with a nice cup of tea. 
It was infuriating, he thought as the kettle boiled and he paced around the small flat. Long ago he had 
discovered that he could pace the whole thing in twelve steps, so he did that over and over. It was 


unfair. Life was unfair, it seemed. But that thought only incensed him further. 


Michael appearing out of nowhere--even if it was his library--, with words of "opportunities" and "excellent 


money’, interrupting his peace like that! Who did he think he was, honestly? 


He stood in front of the sole window, hands clasped behind his back, and watched the unceasing rain cascading 


off the low roof of the house across the street, and the lids of the rusty garbage cans; the two stray cats 
huddled together in the one dry corner by a staircase leading to the cellar, and managed to wrap himself up in 


quite the solemn pathos before the kettle whistled piercingly. 


Obviously he didn't need this, he told himself, returning to his bed and wrapping himself in an additional blanket 
to fend off the cold (to no avail), clutching the steaming cup close to his chest. Obviously. He was happy. He 
had his pupils and their horrifying--but steadily improving--essays. He had his--moldy--books. He had this 


flat. He was saving up for college--he was alright. Perfectly content. 
Properly comforted, he took a sip of his tea and resolved to not think about Michael's words any further. 


That was, of course, when a good portion of the ceiling caved in. 


A dull tapping that was louder than the rain rang through the bedroom, too faint to be frightening, but loud 
enough to wake someone up. Micheal opened his bleary eyes and pushed his flyaway hair out of his face. The 
rain was pouring off the roof in sheets. It sounded like a waterfall above his head It was late, he could tell by 
the oil lamps on the wall; he had lit them before going to bed, but they had burned low and were on the edge 
of extinction, their tiny little orbs clinging on to the last of their fuel desperately. Thunder was faint in the air. 
What a night indeed. 


He yawned and stretched. The tapping sound echoed again He frowned. What on earth was that? It sounded like 
knocking, but who in their right mind would be knocking on his door at this hour in this weather? Surely it 
could wait until morning? He rolled over. But whoever it was was insistent, and knocked again. Mumbling about 
having to leave the comfort and warmth of his many blankets and sheets, he stumbled out of bed, narrowly 
missing the resting cat, who eyed him with one green as he slipped on a dressing-gown, lit a candle and walked 
down the oaken staircase to the front door. Still rather sleepy (and now very irritable), he opened the door, 
shivering at the cool breeze that met him. 


On his doorstep was a shivering, thoroughly waterlogged and very miserable looking Jeffrey. He was wrapped in 
every tattered blanket and duvet he owned (most of which were threadbare and full of holes), and he was 
absolutely soaked to the skin. His wet, silken dark hair clung to his pale face, dripping water down his neck and 
into his already-sopping garments. He had no proper shoes on, save a pair of house-shoes whose soles were 


peeling away. Michael stared, not quite sure that he was awake enough to be seeing what he was seeing. 


"HI-FI talk to th-the lord tomorrow, | prom-mise. You-you were right, you're al-always right. Please-might | 
borrow your guest room for the night, an-and some dry cl-clothes?" Jeffrey stuttered, shivering with the 
night air and the cold autumn rain. Michael blinked, mildly surprised. But he stood back to let Jeffrey in. He 
stripped off his friend's wet clothes and went to light a fire and draw him a hot bath. 


A chaperone. The word rang around his head, shrouded in incredulity, as he sat on the couch in the sitting 
room, waiting for his father to bring in the newest addition to the house staff. A chaperone. Wonderful. Please, 
he thought, please someone just kill me now. 

‘'m sure if you glare at him hard enough, he'll spontaneously combust." his sister commented nonchalantly, 
adding stitch after careful stitch to her embroidery. He glared at her, only half-meaning it. "Oh, don't pout. It's 


unbecoming of you." 


| don't pout” Axl grumbled, sucking in his bottom lip to keep it from pouting. "And you aren't even looking at 


me. How would you know?" 

"Ahh, | can feel it in the air. It permeates, you know." 

Axl snorted. "Much like | feel the wrinkle that's forming between your eyes from all that frowning?" 

"| don't frown so much." Amy said defiantly, raising her eyes from her work to frown at him, then relaxing her 
face and poking at the place between her eyebrows with her finger, as if to smooth it out. Axl grinned. She 
acted very much like a grown up woman, the young lady of this dull, grey house, but she was still very much 
a child 

"There's no wrinkle." He said, taking pity on her. "And | don't pout" 


"Yes, you dol" She smirked, reassured enough to return her attention to her work. "But don't pout at me. Save 


your energy for your new babysitter” 

Axl groaned, remembering why he was pouting in the first place. "I'm not a child!" 

"You certainly whine like one." his sister teased. "Now be quiet, or | won't tell you what | saw of him!" 
Now it was Axl's turn to frown. "OF whom?" 


"Who else is there to see, you dolt! The mysterious man desperate enough to take you up as his 
assignment!" She perked up, her eyes glittering brightly, contrasting hazel against her dull red hair. 


Axl rolled his eyes. "You make me sound like some mischievous poodle." 
Amy put her embroidery aside and huffed like a little girl. "Do you want to hear about him or not?" 


‘lm going to see him soon enough." he muttered, rolling his eyes, but caved in at his sister's look "Alright. 
Spill" 


"As you wish. He's tall. Dark hair. He looks about your age. Pale skin Actually, he does sort of remind me of 
you... 


"My age?! What kind of--" he was about to say babysitter, but he cut himself off "--chaperone is that?" 


"| presume the idea is to pass him off as your valet” she shrugged. "Father is the one who chose him for you, 
not me. You should be asking him all these questions." 


"Wouldn't be good publicity if people found out l'm being watched, | suppose. Like a child" 


"You often complain of missing our childhood" Amy remarked, rounding out the edges of her embroidery. 


Mother had taught her very well. 


"Nostalgia is one thing. This is entirely another, Amy." Axl sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose irritably. 
Why couldn't he just go to bed and forget this whole thing? 


"is it really so bad?" She asked, looking down at her lap. "You will be married soon, and things will change. 


Maybe it will be nice to be a child for a little" 


Axl looked at her properly for the first time this evening. He looked at her pretty and yet severe dress, at 
the way she's sitting, so perfectly poised; at her hair pulled back in a perfect braid.. She looked perfectly in 
place here in this house, with the high columns and sharp arches. She looked like she belonged there. Like she 


was meant to be here.. 


He'd always wondered why he couldn't be like that. Why he couldn't be the prim and proper and poised. Why his 
anger ran away with him, and why this house made him feel an outsider looking in on the family that inhabited 
it. It had gotten progressively worse as the years went by, and his siblings morphed from the children he 
loved and into the image of the father he hated. Why was this happening to him? How? 


And now he was going to get married. He was going to be someone's husband. And nothing would ever be the 


same agai n. 


"IIl tell you what" he said, letting his lips curl into a smirk. "I bet | can scare him away by the end of the 


month." 
His sister smiled, her face losing that severe visage for a few perfect seconds. "I would like to see you try.” 


"Children," their Father said, walking into the room with that silent stride of his, pulling a disheveled young man 
along with him. "I wish to present to you the newest addition to our staff: Mr. Jeffrey Isbell. Mr. Isbell, these 
are my children: my daughter Amy and my son and heir, William Rose." Axl shuddered slightly at the use of 
his proper name. Ugh. So many other "Williams" in town.he didn't want to be just like them.that was why he 
started calling himself "Axl" in the first place. 


Its a pleasure to meet you, young Lord" Jeffrey parroted, the speech sounding like it had been repeatedly 


rehearsed. "l'm sure that we--we will..." 


His perfectly rehearsed, perfectly competent demeanor shattered when he frowned at Axl, the very picture of 


confusion. Wait- 

Axl raised an eyebrow. 

"You-" Jeffrey stammered. "You are the..hum..2" 

"Yes?" Axl asked, taking pity on him and trying to smile the encouraging smile his mother had made him 
practice for hours in front of the mirror once, when she still had hopes that he'd be a good boy and not a 
menace. But deep down, this was still a little amusing. 

To his surprise, young Mr. Isbell spluttered, a blush coloring his cheeks. Experimentally, Axl turned the smile up 
another notch, and the young man gaped. Axl grinned on the inside. Ha. All he had to do was dole out the charm 
and up the ante and this poor sap would be gone within a week! 


Axl shared a look with his sister, who was biting her lip to hide a smile. 


It looked like he was going to win that bet after all. 


Funeral Arrangements 


Author's Notes: 

| was given permission by my lovely co-writer to publish this. l'm so sorry for the long update, life has been 
crazy for both of us. I'm going back to university, so I'm not sure how much free time | will have left, but | 
will do my best! Thanks be to imyourrocketqueen, my lovely cowriter, who helped me piece this together. and 


thank you to all of you for reading! Enjoy! 


"Mr. Isbell?" Lord William asked, raising an inquiring eyebrow. Behind him, his sister appeared to be greatly 
amused by the patterned rug. She was doing her hardest not to show a smirk on her painted lips. What kind of 
hell had he just walked into? 


He was going to kill Michael. He was going to brain him with one of his books, chop him into pieces and feed him 
to his cat. That weasly little codger was definitely going to pay for this. 


"He--hellol,” Jeffrey stammered, and mentally slapped himself. He couldn't drop his professionalism. So what if 
the "boy" turned out to be a young man? 


But Lord William just smiled wider, oozing charm as smugness poured off him in waves. Jeffrey hated him 
already, if only for the fact that he was very much not an awkward thirteen year old boy. He had to be at 
least eighteen, perhaps a year or two older. Why in God's name would an eighteen-year-old need a chaperone? 


Was he mentally ill? 

‘Its a pleasure, sir." his new employer said with a graceful little bow, effectively making Jeffrey feel about 
three steps above a fungus in sophistication Ha. This man was a smug little alleycat. Thin enough to be one 
too. 


"Charmed, Mr. Isbell" Lady Amy said then, and earned Jeffrey's love by rolling her eyes at her brother. 


Jeffrey was about to say something then, but the elder Lord Rose chose that moment to unceremoniously 
dump a heavy stack of papers into his arms. It weighed a ton! What was all this for? 


"Your full contract," Lord Rose solemnly proclaimed, voice booming."| trust you'll find everything to be in order" 


Jeffrey stared. Contract?! 


"Thank--" Jeffrey started, rearranging the stack and sitting down on the nearest sofa, glad to have something 
to occupy his mind other than the fact that his charge was a bloody grown man "Thank you, my Lord." 


The man nodded, and took his leave, followed by his children The younger Lord Rose smirked at him on the 


way. Jeffrey sighed heavily. He was here now, there was no turning back 


It took some searching, but at last he found the page with the basic information about the job - already, he 
was noticing the language of the document (archaic at best) and the VERY intimidating amount of detailed 
descriptions of court protocol and etiquette. He was no stranger to high society manners, but actually working 


for royalty apparently entitles so much more. 

‘upon signing, the teacher agrees to attend a compulsory Etiquette class once a week.’ 

"Oh, dear Lord," Jeffrey all but winced. 

"Everything alright, Mr. Isbell?" Lord William asked immediately then, and Jeffrey nearly jumped out of his own 
skin at noticing that the man had been sitting right next to him, silent as a cat. When in hell had he reentered 

the room? 

He certainly did have eyes like a cat, wide and bright, a strange shade of green that bordered on blue. It.it was 
an odd color, but not an ugly one. Ugh, look at this, admiring something as trivial as the color of someone's 


eyes. how ridiculous. 


"Yes, yes, of course," Jeffrey blubbered, trying very hard to regard this person as if he were just any other 
of his students. Yes, that would do. 


But he wasn't any of his students, since his students were actually children who had to look up at him and 
called him Mister in a way that made him feel respectable, not old or unwanted. 


Well, it was time to gain at least a little bit of ground here before it was too late. 


"And could you perhaps.. Could you please not call me ‘Mr. Isbell?" Jeffrey asked, clearing his throat. "I find we 


are peers in age, and since | shall be a personal servant, | see no need for it" 
Lord William smiled wide and disarming, like that was exactly what he was hoping for. 
"As you wish. Mr. Izzy." 


Jeffrey almost choked. Oh no. What in God's name had he started? 


Jeffrey stormed into the library, lit by dim lamps on the tables and overhead. No one was to be found. But he 
knew that lying little sneak was in here somewhere, it was far too early for him to turn in for the night. He 


knew his friend FAR too well. 


Sure enough, he found him at the end of a long aisle, stacking books back in their proper places. Jeffrey was 


so angry he didn't even announce his approach. Michael turned to him, ready to open his mouth, but before he 
could even speak, Jeffrey yanked a hard book out of Michael's hands and slapped him square in the shoulder 
with it. 

"Ow! Jeffrey what was that for?" 


"You lying, lousy, miserable bastard!" Jeffrey spat hotly, casting the book aside. Michael rubbed his shoulder, 
wide-eyed. 


"You told me he was a child! And "rather charming"! You told me he was thirteen! The man | met today had to 
be at least eighteen, and not the least bit pleasant! He was an arrogant, smug little toerag! You royally sunk 


me, Michaell" 


Out from behind another bookshelf, a pile of fluffy, wild blonde hair peaked out, sky-blue eyes bright with 
interest. He too held a stack of books. 


"Oh dear, Michael, sounds like you've landed yourself in deep water." The young man piped up, happy as a lark. 
"Oh, do shut up Steven, there are more books to be returned, and if you want to sleep tonight, you will focus 
on your work and stay out of my business." said Michael impatiently. Steven giggled and disappeared into the 
neighboring aisle. Michael returned his attention to Jeffrey. 

"Are you really this bent out of shape about this?" 

"Yes." Jeffrey said through clenched teeth. 

"Will an apology help?" Michael said, pinching the bridge of his nose with his free hand. 

"| doubt it" 

Michael sighed exasperatedly. 


“Alright then, how about a cup of hot tea then?" 


Jeffrey shrugged but Michael steered him over to one of the tables and grabbed the still warm silver kettle 
off of his desk. 


"So," Michael asked, pouring him some tea, "it was that bad then?" 
'It was a disaster, obviously, if you couldn't bloody tell" Jeffrey grumbled bitterly, the miserable cloud that 


had been clinging to him all morning seeming to billow ominously. Steven re-emerged from his work to join 


them. Michael rolled his eyes. 


"| doubt that. You are perfectly qualified for the position. And you know it!" Michael also sat down at the table 


across from Jeffrey, sipping his own tea. 
Jeffrey glared at him. If looks could kill. 
"I still hate you." 


‘Oh, come on now. If | hadn't lied about the boy's age you wouldn't have taken the job and we both know you 
sorely need it." Michael responded, folding his arms. 


"Boy?" Jeffrey snorted, the negative miasma around him parting to let him reach for his cup of tea. "He's not 


a boy and you know it. He's most definitely not a boy." 
"So, he's a little older--" 

"He's my age, you golden-haired nitwit!" 

"--but that can't possibly be cause for alarm--" 


"And the contract! Contract!" Jeffrey said, spitting out the word like it tasted vile in his mouth. Michael looked 


puzzled. Out of his beaten leather satchel, Jeffrey drew out the novel and slammed it on the oaken table. 


"Its not that bad" Michael said, looking at the stack of papers on the table. His cat was poking them with it's 
paw, as if trying to see if the tome would attack. 


‘Its enormous!" said Steven, staring at it in awe as he approached the table. 

"Is two hundred pages long!" Jeffrey whined. "| have to take etiquette lessons! And learn French! French, of all 
things! And Dear Lord, let's not forget religion!" Jeffrey slammed his hand down on the table, startling the cat 
and almost spilling his tea. 

"Well, you always wanted to learn French." 


Jeffrey glared. "Go to page |50, section five, wise ass." 


Dutifully, Michael swatted his cat away, enduring the hiss he received, searched for the article and read it. 
Then he read it again. 


"Funeral Arrangements?" he asked, not quite sure that he had understood what he just read. Jeffrey nodded. 


Even Steven's eyes grew wide. 


"The man is apparently a menace." 


"I think you're looking at this the wrong way. Take a look at the bigger picture, Jeffrey. Don't lose your head 
just yet. Why don't you at least give it a week or two, and if you are really unhappy with the position, then 
you can just quit. And go back to teaching a bunch of snot nosed |2 year olds for the rest of your life." said 
Michael lightly, putting stacks of books on his desk. Steven giggled again. | shoved my forehead into my palm. 
Oh, it was all so easy for THEM to make jokes; they weren't the ones who had to actually do the job! But, 
damn it all, Michael was right. The pay was certainly better than teaching, not to mention he got quality 


housing out of the deal. For the moment, as unwilling as he was, it would suffice. 

"Fine. Fine, fine. | will stick with the job, for now. But as soon as | find something better, or raise enough money 
to go to college properly, | am gone. And don't expect me to enjoy it either." said Jeffrey resignedly, ironing his 
hair with his hands. "Now, may | please borrow your guest room for another night? | don't officially start until 
tomorrow and | want to enjoy my last night away from that place. And that red headed alley cat.” 

"What on Earth have you got against cats?" 


"Absolutely nothing! But you haven't seen this cat!" Jeffrey protested as Michael locked the library door and 
turned down the lamps. 


‘Oh will you stop being so dramatic?" 

‘tim not!" 

"You are so!" 

Alright, so perhaps he was being a bit overly dramatic, but not for nothing, Jeffrey thought as he settled into 
the bed in Michael's guest room. He didn't trust that sardonic little brat as far as he could throw him. 


And it certainly wasn't very far. 


The 
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"I believe there's someone waiting for you outside," Michael said in the morning, peeking out the window 


through the curtains like a nosy old lady. The cat followed loyally. "With a nice carriage and everything," 


"Oh, God," Jeffrey moaned, staring morosely at his cup of lukewarm tea. He had been doing such a wonderful 
job at pretending it had all been a bad dream. 


"Come on, I'm sure you'll do fine! | wouldn't have offered this job if | didn't think you were perfect for it. Perk 
up. You'll be fine." Michael said cheerily. Steven yawned from an empty table and rubbed his eyes. 


"Michael, can't you keep it down? It's far too early in the morning..." 
Jeffrey sighed. 
‘| cant say why, but that's not very reassuring," he muttered 


"Would you cut it out? You're rotting all my food with your bad mood," Michael said "Keep it up, and you'll 


make it rain," 


"That is not possible,” 


It of course started raining again as soon as Jeffrey stepped out of Michael's house. Early morning rain had 
always been Jeffrey's least favorite, the moist air and cold water adding to his naturally gloomy early morning 
mood, like the cloud he carried around over his head suddenly expanded and covered the whole landscape, 
painting everything dull grey and cold. Wonderful day to start a new life, he thought gloomily. 

"Right, then," Jeffrey said to himself "This is it. Whatever it is.” 


He took a step forward into his new life, and landed his foot square into an unexpectedly deep puddle. 


Wonderful. 

Sure enough, there was a man standing next to a fancy, polished carriage, leaning on it and looking very much 
like a part of it. It was like the light drizzle didn't even bother him, the water accumulating on the brim of his 
top-hat and dripping off the front in a steady flow. 


Swallowing a nervous sigh, Jeffrey made his way towards him, and was somewhat taken aback when the man 


noticed his approach, and his face spread in the widest, warmest smile. 
"Professor Isbell?" he tilted his head. 


"Ah, yes.. yes, that would be me, | suppose, though.. | don't really like being called Professor, as l'm.. not 


actually one, you see." Jeffrey stammered. 

The man laughed, and took his glove off, extending his hand to Jeffrey. 

"It is a pleasure nevertheless! My name is Saul, | am His Lordship's chauffeur. Welcome to the staff!" 
Jeffrey shook his hand, pleased to receive a firm grip, and relaxed a little bit - the man was still smiling. 
Sporting a neat brown curls and equally brown eyes glinting at him, Saul looked almost like one of those 
expensive toys, polished and colorful, and always cheerful. 


"Did you have a pleasant night?" the chauffeur asked. 


"I slept through it, so yes, it was as pleasant as they come, | suppose," Jeffrey replied earnestly, and Saul 


chuckled. 

Something about his kindly demeanor was extremely appealing to Jeffrey, allowing him to relax, albeit slowly. 
"Let me take that from you, sir," he said, and grabbed Jeff's lone suitcase before he could protest. 

The rain was picking up. The sky was a sea of gray and white. What a miserable day. 


Saul refused, politely but firmly, to let Jeffrey put his own suitcase into the trunk, and opened his door for 


him as well. The interior of the carriage was overwhelmingly luxurious, the leather of the seat squeaking 


slightly as Jeffrey shuffled to make himself comfortable, and take up as little space as possible at the same 
time. 


The carriage all but floated out into the street, the sound the horses' hooves made rhythmic and rather 
soothing, and Jeffrey exhaled raggedly. 


"Nervous about your new endeavor, sir?" Saul asked, still rather bright considering his lot in life. Jeffrey 


blinked. If only that William brat were as cordial as this young man 


"Undeniably, yes." Jeffrey admitted, shivering and wrapping his cloak closer to himself. Saul looked back at him 


out of the corner of his eye. 
"| don't blame you. But | can tell you this: don't let the Master push you around. | give you full permission to 
put him in his place! Don't let him put dead spiders in your bed and such!" Saul chuckled. Jeffrey's eyes 


widened. 


Oh, Lord above, give him strength.. 


"Two weeks.” Axl said, looking out the window with a frown on his face. The sky was grey and gurgling with an 
upcoming storm, and the small carriage that had been dispatched earlier was making it's way back through the 
arching gates. Inside of it was the new addition to the staff, and the new pain on Axl's neck "I give him two 


weeks" 


His statement was punctuated by the roar of thunder. The little carriage seemed to stumble and shudder a 
little at the force of his glare. 


"Two months," Amy said from somewhere behind him. 
Axl glanced at her, at face scrunched up in concentration as she gave the finishing touches to her embroidery. 
Something flowery and colorful, for show, but Axl knew she had some downright frightful looking ones hidden in 


her room, the patterns inspired by gothic literature. 


Axl frowned, looking back out the window to follow the little carriage's pilgrimage. Two months? Why did she 


have so much faith in this one? He narrowed his eyes suspiciously. 
"You are not allowed to advise him--" 


Amy sighed theatrically, throwing her embroidery to the side. "There goes my evil plan," 


Axl glared at her "You're not allowed to encourage him, or be alone in a room with him when I'm not there, or 


give him notes about me, or anything.’ 

Amy blinked. "Am | allowed to talk to him?" 

"No." 

"Look at him?" 

Axl crossed his arms over his chest. "No." 

| shall rush to the stables then to get myself a muzzle and blinders." 

"Ear muffs, too." 

Amy laughed. "I shall look like a circus freak," 

"The word will be out that the young Lady of Greyridge Abbey has lost her mind. No man shall marry you." 
"What a tragedy.” 

"Indeed" Axl chuckled, letting his eyes fall back on the blue spot in the gray that was the carriage. 
‘Seriously, though," Amy said, making her way over to him to peer out the window as well "This one is special.’ 
"Why?" 


Axl looked and looked and tried to see the same thing Amy saw when she looked out the window. The carriage 
stumbled again in another puddle. 


"Because," and her tone made Axl look at his sister, Amy's green eyes reflecting the neverending greyness 
above her. They looked sad, but she smiled anyway, young and cheeky. "he's our last adventure before you 
grow up," 


Greyridge Abbey was no less gloomy and grey now than it had been the first time he laid eyes on it. The 
name was fitting. VERY fitting. It even matched the sky above. 


Built entirely in white stone gone grey with the passage of time, the huge, sprawling house stands over the 
slope on the hill like a conquering giant. Not even the neatly trimmed vines under the windows, trying their 
best to blossom in the unforgiving climate, could steal away from the severe sobriety of a place as old and 


weathered by time. All Jeffrey could do was stare. It looked so much different in the daytime. And when he 


was walking to his doom. His feet had never felt so heavy before in all his life. 


"Here we arel" Saul exclaimed cheerfully, breaking the awed silence and startling him out of his reverie by 
jumping off the carriage. His boots made a squelching sound when hitting the ground, sending crystalline 
raindrops flying in all directions like shards of glass. 


"Here we are," Jeffrey repeated, considerably less cheerful. He could hear his own heart pounding in his ears, 


almost louder than the thunder in the distance. Saul laughed at him. 
"You could try not to act like a lamb sent to slaughter," the young man said. 


"| would, if | didn't feel like one.." Jeffrey murmured under his breath, brushing stray raindrops off of his 


shoulders. For some reason, he couldn't brush away the feeling that he was being watched. 


Once again, Saul politely but firmly refused to let him handle his own suitcase, which made him feel rather 
uncomfortable without something to do with his hands as they made their way up to the house through the 
stone patio. It felt odd being waited on, and he felt conspicuous and out of place walking up to the steps that 
led to the door. 


"This is where | leave you," Saul said, putting Jeffrey's suitcase on the floor and flashing him an encouraging 


smile before returning to the carriage. 


Jeffrey realized that the chauffeur was the only one he knew in this new, frightening world, and scowled at 
himself for wanting him to stay, if only to offer a fleeting sense of security.. 


But another man was approaching him, making his way from inside the house to stand at the top of the stairs 


and look down his thin nose at him. Well then. 


"Professor Isbell, | presume" the man stated. Jeff's eye didn't twitch, but it was a near thing, and the man 
took this as a confirmation. He snapped his fingers, and out of nowhere a--what would Jeffrey even call him? 
Footman?--appeared and rushed to Jeffrey, stealing his suitcase from him and hurrying away as fast as he 
appeared. Jeffrey stood, dumbfounded, with his feet on two different steps. 


"Welcome to Greyridge Abbey," the man said "My name is Gilbert Clarke, and I'm the Chief of Staff here, as 


well as his Lordship's personal servant," 


He was a boy, really, only a year or two younger than himself, but made to seem older by his dignified air, 
which in turn made Jeffrey feel like a toddler or an oaf, walking up the steps awkwardly, trying not to slip on 
the wet marble. That was all he needed, to slip and break his neck on his first day. 


"Your luggage will be waiting for you in your personal quarters, which I'll show you later," Gilbert said "now, if 


you could please follow me." 


In the following thirty minutes, Jeffrey, hungry and slightly disoriented, found himself fidgeting in a very 
luxurious armchair in the Chief's office, answering any and all question that warranted Mr. Clarke's interest, 


and.. where exactly did these people get his life story?! 


But strangely enough, amidst the almost alarmingly beautiful décor, with actual sunlight coming in through the 
window behind Mr. Clarke, Jeffrey didn't feel angry, and his insecurity was swiftly leaving him as well. No, he 
was starting to get unhealthily, dangerously excited, and lightheaded, too, courtesy of not having a proper 
breakfast. 


"Everything appears to be in order," Clarke told him him from across the large polished table, "do you have 
any questions regarding the latest alterations of the contract?" 

Jeffrey smiled first, blinked in slight confusion second. 

"Uhm... alterations?" he repeated, "I wasn't.. | wasn't made aware of any.” 

Clarke narrowed his eyes. 


"Oh," he uttered with a deep and irritated sigh, "I see." 


Its just that.. well, everything was very last-minute for me," Jeffrey stammered, "| was provided with the 


contract yesterday before coming here, and." 


‘It's quite alright," the Chief smiled shortly, and fished out a document from a drawer in his desk, sliding it 
towards Jeffrey, "this covers everything. I'll give you time to read over it. If you have any questions 


whatsoever. 


"Gilbert! Axl's about to fire Alan! He says he's made a fool of him for the last time!" a surprisingly level- 
headed voice called through the partially-opened door. Gilbert scowled irritably in his throat. 


"| am so very sorry, but | must leave you for a couple of minutes. Would you mind waiting here for me? | 
shan't be long, and I'll be ready to answer any and all questions you might have. Assuming the Young Master 
doesn't toss me on my rear too." 

‘Oh, certainly," Jeffrey nodded politely, "that is no problem at all” 

He shuffled in the armchair, engaging in a brief staring contest with the painting of who must have been a 
very important monarch, riding a horse and rallying his troops in the midst of a terrible battle. His stomach 
grumbled desperately, and he winced. 


"Alright," he sighed, delving into the appendix of the contract, thankfully not longer than two pages. 


First, it contained a neat, detail schedule of the young Lord's daily routine, from breakfast to bedtime, then a 
list of Jeffrey's additional dutiesblah blah blah (add things Jeffrey has to do) Writing a daily report on Lord 


William's activities- 
"By the hour?!" Jeffrey exclaimed. 
Including weekends. 


Jeffrey scoffed loudly, his hunger forgotten in the favor of the heat rising in his cheeks, and he thumbed 
through the pages of the original contract quickly and determinedly. 


"Aha!" he says, "here it is! Weekends off! ‘A leisure time, unrestricted movement on the premises, permission 


To engage in any and all events hosted!" 


He deflated when he realized there was actually no one to shout all this at, but still.. Stilll This was outrageous! 


He had not signed on for this! Well, actually, come to think of it, he had not signed the contract at all, yet.. 


Somewhere a few floors up, Axl cackled evilly... 


